Nor lamentable tear nor gentle pity
lent thee thy name.    'Tis Greek, and means to slay,,
to ravage, storm, despoil and sack the city
of my poor heart, thy miserable prey*
Old Homer made a legend of my pretty,
cold truth for me, when, in the Trojan way,
love, the last outpost of the Greek banditti,
blazed in this bone of mine and would not stay.
Yours was the voice that did the Greeks mislead
within the horse, and yet I was not warned
being a man of natural desire,
blind to my doom and helpless of my need.
What then ?   1 die for the bright name that burned
Europe and Asia in a single fire*